

The mojl lamentable T rage die 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent, 

Daunt all your hopes, Madame he comforts you. 

Can make you greater than the Queene of Cjothes, 

Lauima you are not difpleafde with this. 

Lauima. Not I my Lord, fith true Nobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in princely curtefie. 

Satur. Thankes fwect Lauima, R omans let vs goe, 
Raunfomles heere we fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaimc our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 
Bafsianus. Lord Titus by your leaue, this maidc is mine. 
T itus. How fir, are you in earneft then my Lord i 
"Bafsia. I noble T itus, and refolude withall. 

To doc my felfe this reafon and this right. 

(Jlfarcus . Smm cuicjum is our Romane iuftice, 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

L ucius. And that he will and fhall, if Lucius Iiue. 

Titus. Traytors auaunt, where is the Emperours gard ? 
Trcafon my Lord, Lauima is furprizde. 

S atur. Surprizde, by whom ? 

TLafsia. By him thatiuftly may 
Beare his betrothde from all the world away. 

ntius. Brothers, helpe to conuey her hence away. 
And with ray fw'ord He keepe this doore fife. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and lie foone bring her back. 
OWutius. My Lord you pafle not heere. 

Titus. What villaine boy, barft me my way in Rome i 
LSKutMs. Helpe l. ucius, helpe. 

Lucius. My Lord you are vniuft, and more then fo, 
wrongful! cjuarrell you haue flaine your fonne. 

7 itus. Nor thou,nor he, are any fonnesof min e. 

My fonnes would neuer fo difhonour me, 
reftore Lauima to the Emperour. 

ifyou will, but not to be his wife, 
lawfuil promift loue. 

Enter 


of Thus 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T amor a and her two 
fonnes, and. Aron the CMoore. 

Emperour. No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 
lie truft by leyfure, him that mocks me once, 

Thee neuer, nor thy tray terous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to difhonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine ? Full well <is4ndronicwf 

Agree thefe deeds, with that proud bragge ofthine, 

That faidft I begd the Empire at thy hands. 

T itus. O monftrous, what reprochfull words are thefe ? 

Satur. But goe thy wayes, goe giue that changing peece, 
To him that flourifht for her with his fword .* 

A valiant fonne in law thou fhalt enioy, 

One fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes, 

To ruffle in the Common-wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors to my wounded hart. 

Satur. And therfore louely Tamora Queene of Gothcs, 
That like the Itately 7 hehe mongft her Nymphs, 

Doft ouerfhine the gallant ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choife. 

Behold I choofe thee T amora for my Bride, 

And will create thee Emprefle of Rome. 

Speake Queene ofGothes do'ft thou applaud my 
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are fo neere. 

And tapers burne fo bright, and euery thing 
In readines for Hymeneus Hand, 

I will not refalute the ftrcetes of Rome,’ 

Or clime my Pallace, till from forth thisplace ; 

I lead; efpowfd my Bride along w’ith me. 

Tamora. And heere in fight of heauen to 
If Saturnine aduaunce the (Queene of 
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